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multitude, a long, straggling line of running people
led by one or two horsemen and horsewomen.

The voice of the crowd dins in the ears, the man
with the cornet is playing something incredibly
melancholy, the eyes of the grand stands are fixed
on that far-off white gate where a line of colour
breaks and wavers. Suddenly the voice of the crowd
drops. The voices of the bookmakers become
hushed. That line far off is steady. The multitude
which till now was an incoherent horror becomes
in this tense second united, takes to itself a brain
and a thought, and in its throat is the desire to shout
those two exciting words, c They're off!'

The line of colour breaks and scatters and half
the crowd roars these words ; the other half does
not, and there comes swiftly a blare of disappoint-
ment over the Downs. A false start! The horses
trot back to the tape and the tense wait continues.
Then . . .

< They're off !'

c They're OFF !'

That cry contains more thrill than anything in
the racing year. It is the essence of excitement.
It strings up the nerves. It rouses hope. It awakens
fear. It stills the voice of the multitude.

The line of colour far off at the starting-point
leaps into the distance. Horses and riders are lost
for a moment behind the bodies of hundreds of
thousands of massed men and women.

* There they go !J

A jet-black line of bobbing heads is seen against the
distant sky, is lost again, is again found at the curve
of Tattenham Corner. Now they enter the straight
and are * all out' for the finish.

Names are shouted and flung from point to point,
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